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It’s A Mad Time: 


Yes. 

It’s a mad time 
To be around 
The President 
Is addressing the nation 
Tonight 

About some emergency 
He’s concocted 
I don’t trust the man 
Fewer and fewer do 
Anymore 

Yes. 

It’s a mad time 
To be around 
Is the planet warming? 
Is it not warming? 

Are we all 
On the same page? 

Is this the end 
Of civilization 
Or merely the beginning 
Of a new one? 

It’s a mad time 
To be around 
I might 
Drink 


Just to be numb to it 





But I can’t drink 


Like I once did 

The Piper wants to collect 

A higher fee 

And I’m just broke 

At the moment 

So the Piper 

Will have to wait 

But he’s never really far 

Piping that same old tune 
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The Rude Spirits 


No one believes me 
Almost no one 
But there’s these 
Invisible beings 
Living here with me 

I don’t know what they are 
Yet so many people 
Have told me 
“it’s demons” 

“it’s aliens” 

“it’s ghost from down the street” 

Maybe it’s one of these 

I’m not sure 

I hear their voices 

All the time 

And they usually 

Just say 

Rude things 

Why did I 
Have to get stuck 
With the rude aliens? 

Or the rude spirits? 

I guess demons 

Are supposed to be rude 



I can hear 


One of them 
Talking right now 

Talking into 
My left ear 

I can feel a faint breath 
They seem pissed off 

But that’s how it goes 
They do that to me 
So I do that 
To them 

*** 
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Plutonium Fireflies 


Plutonium fireflies 
The sky is glowing 

Ahh yes. 

This is probably the end 
Head over to the liquor store 
While you still can 
Feel nothing 
Feel nothing 

As the Plutonium shroud 
Descends 

We wanted Planet Earth 

To be profitable 

Now we’ll all be dead 

We let things 

Get to our heads 

And the Plutonium factor 

Slipped through our fingers 

The mighty mountains 
The majestic prairies 
The calm 

And the stormy seas 
All radioactive now 
All radioactive 
We thought 
We had a handle on it 


But we were too 




Full of ourselves 


We should have known 

That you can’t take on 

The Titans of Plutonium and win 

So I’m just waiting here 

By the lightbulb 

Waiting for something 

To fall off 

Or fall apart 

Or dissolve 

Or be sucked into a Black Hole 

Or be run aground 

Or be electrified without consent 

Or be hung up 

On a prison wall 

Barb-wired 

Or be exiled 

To someplace desolate 

Or be dragged away 

To meet the National Razor 

Or be given a switchblade 

To take to a tank battle 

Or be given command 

Of a submarine 

That’s already sinking 

Or to go to the madhouse 

Just to get out of work 

Or to take a bus to somewhere 

Where I know I’ll get lost 

I just sit here 


Waiting for the lightbulb 
To go out 

And then all the lightbulbs 
Will eventually go out 
And then 

The only light that will be left 
Will be the Plutonium fireflies 
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The Meat Industrial Complex 


The Meat State 
The Meatrix 

The Meat-Industrial-Complex 
The words 

Can be shuffled around 
But it all leads back 
To the same 
Collective chasm 
Or our guilt 

Blood on our hands 
Blood on our hands 

But no wait. 

We’re at the top 
Of the food chain 

So many 

In their self-inflated 
Ivory tower 
Consumer minds 
Like to think so 

But it’s a good part 
Of our souls to that gets 
Carried away 
On those conveyor belts 




And so many 
Just don’t want 
To admit the truth 

And the commercialized meat 
Will clog us all up 

And we’ll start 
Dropping like flies 

And the Meatrix then 
Will simply move on 
To the next generation 
And feed them 
Fake news 

About the meat industry 

And more daisies 
Will be pushed up then 

It’s a viscous cycle of meat 
Brainwashing 

And undertaker targeted advertising 

The Meatrix 

Isn’t doing you any favors 
In the end 

It simply thanks you 
For all the years 


Of your tribute and loyalty 
As the curtain falls 
And everything 
Goes dark 
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Oblivious Drivers 


The damn car 

Is broken down again 

I was walking home from work 

Along the side of the road 

There was trash everywhere 

Humans have made 

Their mark here 

I thought 

Just like we once 

Planted a flag 

On the Moon 

We’ve planted out trash 

Here on the side 

Of this road 

That’s one giant leap 

Backwards 

For Mankind 

And when the car’s fixed 

Maybe I won’t 

Think about it 

I’ll join 

That long parade of drivers 

Going down the road 

Oblivious 

To all of the trash 

That they’re passing by 





The Plutonium All Around the World 


All of the Plutonium 
All around the world 
All of the Plutonium 
That’s lying around 
Should be bothering me more 
But it isn’t 

Somethings 
Just look 
Greener now 
Especially in the mirror 

Somethings 

Seem as if they’re glowing 

Buildings 

Cars 

People 

Parking lots 

Bus stops 

The list 

Keeps getting longer 

I keep hearing 
That this is the end 
That the world 
Is polluted 
For a million years 



Or more 


But the man 

Keeps sending me bills 

Keeps asking for money 

Keeps taxing 

Just about everything 

Everything 
In this world 
With Plutonium 
Strewn about everywhere 

And sometimes 
When it rains 
I see puddles 
Glowing in the Twilight 
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Just Grey 


Grey mornings 
Just grey 
Only the radio 
Seems to be 
A living thing 

The alarm clocks 
Still swing 
Like pendulums 

Upon the telephone lines 
Birds gather 
And sing operas 
Written by Mozart 

The road construction 
Goes on 
And goes on 
Eternity 

Will be road construction 

Roads 

Will need to be built 
To the New Jerusalem 
After all 

And I’m just trying 
To revive myself 



With coffee 
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My Living Room 


I think 
Sometimes 
That there’s a hole 
In the fabric 
Of space and time 
Located right here 
In my living room 

Who would believe me? 
Is there 

Any sympathy left 
Out there? 

And maybe China 
Is trying to colonize 
The dark side 
Of the Moon 
They’re doing something 
Over there 

But so many of us 
Are down here 
And over here 
Living 

In our little bubbles 

We get 

Our fake news 



Fed to us 


In our little bubbles 

And all of these bubbles 

Are going to burst someday 

All bubbles do 

It’s the fate of it all 

And when 

The bubbles burst 

The seagulls 

Will be overhead 

And they’ll follow us 

Around in swarms 

And we’ll curse it all 

Every last damn bit of it 
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The Cog 


Sitting here 

Early morning 

Trying to find 

The motivation 

To get out 

Get to work 

Be the cog in the wheel 

That I need to be 

It’s cold 
Windy 
January 
Bleak day 
Nothing pleasant 
To write about 

No use pretending 
It’s going to be 
A long one at work 
I can feel it 

There’s your orders.... 
Get to it 

Get off your lazy ass 
Nothing but trouble 
Going to happen 
If you just sit here 
All day 


Sir 




Get out that door 
Get going 
Down that road 
Get the day rolling 
And be the cog 
You were meant to be 
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Space-Time 


I can always 
Turn on the news 
When I want bullshit 
But I’ll take a pass 
On that for now 

It looks like 
It’s going to be 
Another night of it again 

A rupture 
In space-time 
Right here 
In my living room 

“something” 

Is getting through 
And “they” 

From “somewhere” 

Are loud as hell 
Talking up a storm 
Annoying as shit 
Space and time 
Screwing me over again 

*** 
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Plutonium Zombies 


I saw them out 
On the road 
Today 

Scores of them 

Plutonium zombies 

Radiating up 

The town 

At restaurants 

At consumer squares 

Radiating us all 

Without a thought 

Or a concern 

And the government 

Just doesn’t give a shit 

Because it’s good for business 

So smoke ’em 

If you got ’em 

Because 

We’ll all be 

Glow sticks 

By the Summer 
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The Serpents 


The serpents 
Are in the room 
I know 
They are 

Scheming to make this 

An abode 

Of grimoires 

And rituals 

That do me no good 

So I might 

Go out for beer 

And go numb 

And maybe 

I’ll trip over 

Their little altar 

And let fly 

With some profanity 

And they’ll hiss at me 

And I’ll down another 

*** 
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One of Those Nights 


Moonless 
Starless 
It’s just one 
Of those nights 
When it all feels 
Like a wasteland 

And the pendulum swings 

And takes out a wall 

It seems 

The Inquisition 

Still might be trying 

To dig a pit 

For me 

And I see a mirage 
Over there in the corner 
And I go towards it 
And it morphs 
Into a statue 
Of Buddha 

*** 
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A Vision 


They sent a robot 
Into the ruins 
And the radiation 
Killed it 

Our canary 
The robot 
Is dead 

And next time 
We may all 
Be screwed 

And the seas 
Will fill 

With plastic garbage 

And the stars 
Will be obscured 
By industrial smog 

And horsemen 
Will betray us all 
For Monsanto 

And a beast 
With seven heads 
Will be gunned down 



By trophy hunters 


And plagues 
And pestilence 
Will find their way 
Into our vending machines 

And we’ll discover 
What Nero’s name 
Backwards means 

And the clock 
Will soon reach midnight 
And rogue voting machines 
Will end the Republic 
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The Minions 


Sometimes 
At night 
It gets 

Awfully Medieval 
Around here 

There’s these voices 
That call themselves 
Angels 
Only they act 
More like 

Goose-stepping minions 

And now 
They’re pissed off 
At what I’m writing 

So they’re going 
To Panzerfaust 
My sleep 

*** 
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The Minions (pt. 2) 


The minions 
Are here 
With their 
Pitchforks 

Wearing 
Opera mask 

Trying 

To hide the fact 
That some 
Fairies 
Are militant 

They told me 
Magonia 
Was too far away 
For me to visit 

Sometimes 
I suspect 

They might be exiled 

*** 


1/19 



Some Star Could Explode Tonight 


Some star 
Could explode 
Tonight 

And in 3,000 years 
We’re all toast 

Some super-volcano 
Could belch out 
A mofo 
And then 

It’s ashes in your tea 

Some crackpot scientist 
Could unleash 
The grey-goo 
Then you’ll be oatmeal 
By dinner time 

Some world leader 

Could become fond 

Of pushing buttons 

Then it’s radioactive doomsday 

Ringing your doorbell 

*** 
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The Portal 


It’s late now 
I’m about 
To call it a night 
But the portal 
Is still open 
It’s been open 
For four years 
This month 
Now clocks 
And windows 
Flyby 

I’ve managed 
To anchor myself 
But it’s still 
A Rabbit Hole 
Acting like a Pulsar 
Projecting out 
Mad light 
Mad mojo 

Strange and eerie music 

Astral voices 

Acting like 

Astral fascist 

I’ve tried to sound 

The alarm 

But it all sounds 


Too mad to believe 



So I just keep going 
Playing the tin harp 
By night 
Pm still fond 
Of smoking cigarettes 
Outside 

In the moonlight 
An open portal 
Is not the end of the world 
It’s just a strange 
Phase of life 
Sometimes shitty 
Sometimes motivating 
But it doesn’t 
Stay a nightmare 
Because the voices 
Just say a bunch 
Of bullshit 
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The Swamp 


It’s a swamp 
Right now 
In the capitol 
A swamp 
With tentacles 
And these tentacles 
Are always 
Trying to reach 
For us 

I’m not saying 
All tentacles are bad 
But these 

Are swamp tentacles 
And if you 
Read a newspaper 
Go on the internet 
Watch television 
The swamp tentacles 
Are always there 
Trying to grab at you 
Trying to convince you 
That everything 
Would be just fine 
In the capitol 
If it wasn’t for 
That other party 
But the swamp 
Can’t hide the fact 



That it’s a swamp 
For very long 
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Easter Island 


China 

Sent a robot 
To the dark side 
Of the Moon 
This week 

They might 
Be planning 
To build 
A city up there 

And here 
In America 
Out government 
Is partially 
Shut down 
The circus 
Is really getting 
Out of control 

And they just 
Discovered 
Something new 
About Easter Island 
But I forget 
What it was 


I read about it 



This morning 
Over coffee 
But it’s slipped 
My mind now 

Yet. 

There’s so many 
Other memories 
That always seem 
To remain 
Even though 
I’d gladly 
Switch them out 
With some 
Small bit 
Of information 
Regarding something 
About Easter Island 
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The Talkers 


The rupture 
In space-time 
Is still present 
In my living room 
I believe. 

Or some astral intruders 
Just decided 
To stop in 
And make the place 
Their own 

But really 
That’s only 
Half the story 

I know what I did 

But the thing 
About them 
Is they talk 

Like you wouldn’t believe 

Many forms of life 
Do different things 
This kind 
Of astral invader 
Never shuts up 




Each night 
You’re trying 
To get to sleep 
Under fire 

And your mind 
Can really 
Start to get 
Worn down 

And someone 
Will tell you 
To just burn 
Some sage 
Or say some words 
But they’ll 

Just talk about that to 
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